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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Baron de Rossberg, a wealthy nobleman. 

Sir Werner Stiendaal, his friend and confidant 

Rodolph, son of Sir Werner. 

Arnold, a dependant on the Baron. 

Conrad, the Serf. 

Ulrick, a marksman 

PUj^re^ \ ^^ '^® Baron's household. 

Walter, page of Baron. 

Henreich, page of Marion. 

Osmond, Servant of Rodolph. 

Sir Reginald 

Peasants, Household, Attendants and Messengers. 

Marion, Daughter of Baron. 

Emma, a slave in love with Randal. 

Rhoda, in love with Sir Reginald. 

SCENE— Switzerland. 
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ACT I. 



SCI:NE I. COURT YARD IN THE BARON's CASTLE. 

Present — Baron, Conrad^ Arnold^ Randal, and others of the 
household. Curtain rises with shouts of " hurrah "/ 

Baron. Come ! brim again the quaffing nectar cup ! 
Be jovial boys! but one more happ^ moon, 
Ana tis our Marion's gay and nuptial eve. 
Then shout " Huzza for our well-favoured choice, 
And drink within the deep and sparkling bowl 
Long health unto the young and happy pair. 

[oheersfrom the household.} 

Am. Conrad is silent. Come thou mUky loon ; 
Are not your wishes for our lady's health? 

Con. Aye, even so. 

Am. Thy conduct would interpret 
That this were false. 

Con. Aye, heaven can see 
And penetrate into my deepest thoughts. 
Methinks I hear the howling winds above 
Uttering the secret of my suodued heart. 
Keen was the thought, that thou, Arnold, should doubt 
The fervour of my sentiments. The tongue 
Can utter falsehoods masked by smooth deceit, 
The heart alone conceals the truest wish 
To which expression never could give vent ^ 

Bar. (aside) There is an under meaning in his words 
Bespeaking of some art, which I must crush. 

[to Con.'i Conrad ! the son of my dear kinsman Werner, 
Whom we ordain to wed our daughter Marion, 
Knows not tomorrow's sun shall witness him 



Her husband. To thee we^ give commission 
To bear to Rodolph our directed plans. 
Come men, away ! let's find some festive sport 
To steal the hours of this delightful day 
Into tomorrow. Away ! 

Household. Hurrah! Hurrah! 

JSxk Baron^ followed hy all except Conrad, 

Con, [^after silence] Alas ! oh let me shame my thirsting soul, 
To bear the passion of an hopeless love ; 
To dare to cherish hopes, or even thoughts ; 
To brood or harbour up within the heart 
This hapless love unto my mistress. 
Unhappy Conrad ! not a gleam of hope 
Which X have hitherto bred in my heart 
Remains to cheer my over burdened brow* 
And I am doomed to see another bask 
Benaftth the smiles of one in whom remained 
The only vestige of delight to Conrad. 
And can I see a rival clasp the hand 
Which I so long have secretly ador'd ? 
And yet methinks that Marion loves him not, 
And that within her heart she broods regard 
Unto her wretched and unhappy serf; 
And yet *tis but a wile of gulling hope. 
Away false hope ! deceiver of the soul ! 
How long hast thou enslaved a clinging dupe, 
And suddenly deserted me, to live 
A victim to inglorious despair. 
[Enter Henreich.'] What Henreich now. 

Hen, Our mistress takes her walks. [^exit. 

Con, And it is well : for't stays a little while 
The painful message which opresses me. 
Oh that I dared to kneel at Marion's feet — 
To pour my passion in her listening ear. 
Alas ! I cannot cherish hopes like these. 
For 'neath her haughty bidding now I quake ; 
Then how could I, ner unenfranchished slave. 
Face scorn and haught from one I love so well. 
But I must bear my fate — to heaven resign'd, 
Must suffer all with a submissive mind. [emt. 
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SCENE II. ANOTHER EOOftf IN THE CASTLE. 

* Enter Baron. 

Bar, A strange perplexity seems hov'ring o'er me. 
I have determined that tomorrow's moon 
Shall waken on my daughter's bridal eve ; 
Shall witness her the wife of Rodolph Stiendaal 
The son of my belov'd friend Sir Werner 
And now metninks he suits not her desire ; 
For she has grown of late so contumacious 
When e'er I speak or joke her on the subject, 
That with a lip of scorn — a glance of fire — 
She leaves me to conjecture strange forebodings. 
And Conrad's words, so shrewd, hide some intent 
Which I divine (with certain truth) as love 
Aye, even love; a daring love to Marion, 
Which if I murder not may ripen till H 

I cannot stay its ardour or its warmth. 
A dainty choice, forsooth, the varlet has. 
So that, perchance, none but the comely Emma 
Would suit his squeamish passion, and remove 
The bar which stays my daughter's union ; 
For I perceive she bears a slight regard 
Unto the knave ; but he must marry Emma, 
And Marion must conquer her dislike. 

SCENE III. A MOUNTAIN PASS NEAR THE CASTLE. 

Enter Marion followed by Conrad, 
Mar, A dangerous pass is this ; the fearful crags 

Seem towering aloft to touch the sky, 

While yon black marsh suits well the dreariness 

Of this romantic scene* Th' impending cliffs, 

Frowning with frightful aspect, seem to slope 

With dreadful danger on the fen below. 

And tottering stones, where if a mortal stepp'd, 

Would topple and convey him to eternity. 

Yet I am fond of such a view as this, 

Where Mountains old and peaks so perilous 

Bespeak the boldness of my native land. 

For Switzerland is fam'd for scenes like these; 

For grand and awful landscapes — dang'rous — bold ; 

And vet my brain is dizzy and confused 

As I look on it now, [a cry of a female below] what'noise was 
that ? 



Con. Behold yon female in the fearful morass, 
Struggling to gain the summit of the mount. 
'Tis dreadful to look on't ! yet, I'm a man ! 
Can I hehold a woman perish in my sight 
While I have power to save? I'll rescue her 
Or perish in the attempt. 

mar, [agitatedl Oh go not hence ! 
Endanger not your life ! Oh Conrad ! list 1 
Perchance yon female has by some ill luck 
Some misery or care^ prepared herself 
To seek for death within yon miry fen ; 
Then why endeavour now to rescue her, 
That she may taste again the galls of care ? 
And then 'twere madness to attempt the act ; 
The crags so perpendicular and steep, 
Defy a mortal to descend, unless 
It h# to die a rash and horrid death. 
Then leave me not. 

Con. I've thought of all, 
Think of that female unprotected there 
No arm or manly aid to bear her from 
The opening gap that's stretched before her feet. 
Mar, [agitated] Oh listen 1 listen ! yet, if reason fails, 

I order thee, as my snbmissive serf, 
To follow me. 

Con. 1 cannot madam. 
Though I am thine ill-fated captive serf, 

And will obey thee, yet mv honour now 

Demands the life of yon ill-foituned maid. 

And thou forbid 'st me now to rescue her. 

My virtue calls ! I must obey its summons. 

And break the bond of fealty to you. [descends.] 

Mar. Oh time fly o'er this moment and release 

My throbbing heart from this exciting scene. 

Oh Conrad, step not on that faltering rock, 

I cannot look ^ my eyes betray me now, 

And paint a vision false — incredible. 

Oh fate, why do ye thus rebel against me, 

And doom mine eyes to view this fearful age. 

My brain is heated ; while my bloodless pulse 

Seems still ; I catch each hasty breath. 

Oh heaven above, look on this fearful moment, 

And with thine arm convey him safely through 

This awful isthmus. Agony intense ! 
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Oh Conrad ! no ! I dare not look again. 

[skrieh] His foot has missed ! oil let the gloriouss sun 

Withold his beams on this ill-fated day. 

He's vanished from my sight — perhaps lost. Alas ! 

The woman too has Rone. Detested fate ! 

1*0 bear me in this ill-directed path, 

Yet led by fondness for this prospect here. 

But what the beauty of these barren heights 

Compared with Conrad's life. Ah ! what is this ? 

Enter Conrad bearing in Emma' 
Ob hast thou reached me safe 1 thank heaven for't 
Ihaughtily^ But Conrad, hast thou dared to leave me here 
Alone on these stupenaous cliffs? awajr. 
[aside'] Ah, that is Emma, mv enfranchised slave. 
With what a gaze of love he looks on her. 
Conrad, obey me I I'll report your conduct. 
Leave her and follow me — obey me knave [exit.'] 

Con. I dare not stay to bear thee safely home 
So I must leave thee on this craggy bans. 
Farewell, [exit,} 

Em. M^ gratitude I cannot speak in words ; 
My heart is full — adieu deliverer, [scene closes on her.'i 



SCENE IV. ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

[Enter Jrnold.} 

Ar. Now is the time that I must take advantage. 
This is the hour to fire the Baron's brain : 
His mind's excited with his daughter's conduct, 
And I foietell that he will vent nis anffer 
Upon the unhappy Conrad. Now will I 
Pour forth such venom in his greedy ear, 
And like an asp infuse my poison now. 
That with the hate J bear unto the serf 
Will lessen his strange liking to tbat knave ; 
And then, perchance, he'll neap his favors here ;. 
For J am envious of tne uoble Conrad — 
Ah, he is noble, frank and generous ; 
Loyal and loving ; honest, gentle, true ; 
And 'tis his lofty spirit that has fiu'd 
The Baron with the esteem he holds him in. 
Yet he, bestowing on him all his love. 
Awakes my jealousy and fires my hate ; 
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So I will take the present opportunity, 

And while my master's thus confused, will I 

Rouse up his anger to the hiffhest pitch, 

So he will, in the moment of nis passion. 

Perform some action, sealed b^ oath, as this 

Is his unthinking custom. 'Tis the oaron, [looks out] 

Oh tongue, now serve me truly in thy task ; 

Utter deceit, and fill his brain with madness. 

Now is the moment that I ruin Conrad 

And dress myself in his forsaken robes. 

[Enter Baron] 
What now my lord ? your frowning aspect speaks 
Of some disturbance which has crossea thy brain 
And roused thy mind from its accustomed, ease. 
I am thy slave ; my life alone is thine ; 
My sole affection rests in thee my lord. 
If I, by any stratagem or art. 
Can ransom thee from this unusual bond, 
I'll rack my brain to serve thee. Say my lord. 
While I have breath I'll strive to comfort thee. 

Bar, Thanks wotthy Arnold : I believe thy love \ 
Yet this misboding which weighs on my brow 
Is a domestic ill. Methinks that Conrad 
Has by some strange insinuations gain'd 
The heart of Marion ; for she's grown perverse, 
And haughtily rejects the suit of Rodolph. 
I would have some one to observe the conduct 
Of this audacious serf; watch everjr wile ; 
But now I wish to subjugate her spirit; 
To bind this Conrad, by some compact, ne'er 
To bear a breath of love to her, and give 
His heart and hand unto the maiden Emma ; 
For he is dangerous at liberty. 

Am. The affection which I bear to thee, my lord, 
O'ercomes the fellow Ipve I owe to Conrad ; 
Yet I would fain to harm him in your love ; 
Yet overbearing this. I now confess 
That he has often joked and brasged to me 
That he stood foremost in his laoy's heart, 
And sneer'd at us : while in her presence, he 
By mouth dissembling, tongue or smoothing art, 
Betrays such feeling, and with grave attention, 
With gulling songs and poems, lulls her fancy ; 
And by conceits, and self'de voted praise, 
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Would take her arm, and in her listening ear 

Whisper soft secrets ; then would kiss her hand 

Which she so readily stretched out to him — 

This I have witness'd with the&e very eyes, 

And would have kept it silent — had I not 

Perceived it form'd a stoppage in the way 

Of your intentions. [Baron agitated^ Yet I've said too much ; 

My love to thee has made me now reveal 

The conduct of my fellow serf; yet this 

Stay'd hy the compact thou proposeth now. 

Will ruin all his projects, and on tain 

The union truly which is your desire. 

Bar> And is it true then, that he has attempted 
To eain her love; thus render'd her so peevish; 
And has ahus'd his trust, rehelFd to me, 
And dar'd to hreathe a passion to his mistress ; 
Has in his holdness, now opposed my will ; 
But he shall rue it. Here I'll draw a contract : 
£ither to marry Emma and renounce 
All hopes of Marion's love, or die at once. 
What ! it surpasses reason to helieve 
That a poor captive slave should hope to gain 
The hand of Marion, the wealthy baroness 
Whom knights have sought, e'er from her infant years ; 
And whom I now bestow, the more in friendship. 
Arnold I now appoint that thou shalt be 
The attendant on my daughter. As the pair 
(When bound within the matrimonial tie; 
Still dwell within this castle, Conrad then 
Must be th' attendant on the bridegroom, Rodolph, 
That he may see how useless were his hopes. 
But now away till I shall call thee hither. [curtain falk,} 

EMD OF ACT FIRST. 



B 



10 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. SAME AS BEPORE. 

Present-- Baron and Conrad, 

Bar. Conrad, I've hither sent for thee to make 
Arrangements which I see that thou desir'st. 
Perceiving that your hopes and heart are set 
Upon the beauteous Emma, I commit 
Her to your care as her desired partner ; 
And I myself give, as the wedding dowry, 
Three hundred florins. Ye of course retain 
The situations which you each now hold. 
And take it as a favour ; for that lass 
Is valuable to me in estimation ; 
For she possesses rare and comely charms. 
And I have long intended her for one 
Who need'st my favour. Give me here thine oath, 
To love and cherish Emma as thy wife ; 
To bear affection to no other, but 
To join thy soul to her's ; to think as one ; 
To now unite thine heart alone to her. 
Come, swear to me the honour of a man. 

Con. 1 love her not, and ne'er will take that oath. 
I could not cherish nor prove faithful to her, 
For I alone have borne the natural love 
Awaken'd by a fellow slave and female. 

Bar. I must by force then press this union on 
For thou refusest it, as thine heart speaks not 
But merely as in opposition Conrad ; 
But now I do not ask, but order thee 
To obey me and to swear that nuptial vow. 

Con. Never, my lord ! I cannot, will not love her. 
My heart indeed speaks ; nay, I cannot swear ; 
My oath were false; 'twere perjury; and I 
Before the throne of heaven and under truth 
Swear, that I love not that enfranchis'd maid. 
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Bar. I will not hear thy wilful parley ; and 
If thou within an hour, dost not consent 
To swear that oath, and thus accept the damsel, 
I on this threshold vow that thou shalt die. 
I leave thee now ; weigh well what I propose : 
To die this day or how 'neath niy commands. lExit.] 

W Con. I cannot war with fate ; and yet I'll die 
Rather than swear and so pollute my soul. 
My heart is Marion's, and I live for her ; 
I feel she loves me, yet in distant scorn ; 
And if I swore to love and cherish Emma, 
J should ahuse my honour, taint my truth ; 
For every thought would dwell upon another. 
Is my head dreaming ? does it rightly hear ? 
Is it a truth that I am doom'd to death ? 
Oh that 'twere given to mortals to oppose 
The partial resolutions of strange fortune I 
My senses are confus'd ; mine eyes are dim ; 
My feelings are restagnant, and my hrain 
Conceives such thoughts of giddiness and ire. 
That reason seems involved in restless douhts. 
What can I do ? must I ahandon hope ? 
Nay! while I've hreath I'll hanker tor her heart, 
For I'm convinc'd she loves her servant Conrad. 
I yield myself to one resistless purpose : 
I'll seek her chamher now— declare my love — 
Face indignation, scorn, disdain and haught; 
And if I rail in gaining sympathy, 
Will leave this mansion — flee from Switzerland 
And roam the legend-haunted mountains, a recluse ; 
Live in some cave in solitude, and die, 
To he emhalmed hy the forest hirds ; 
To have my dirge howl'd by the midnight wolves ; 
My body to be torn by jackalls fierce. 
And have my carcass crown 'd with vultures — yet. 
While I have life, I'll love the baroness ; 
Love her to fury ; banquet in her smiles. 
I'll seek her now, and armed with devotion, 
Will paint to her with awful colors, all 
That T must undergo. Hope leads me hence ; 
But ruthless fate, methinks, scowls on my visit. 
Yet moments pass ; as swiftly as they fly 
Fortune seems sentencing her slave to die. [Exit. 
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SCENE II. ANOTHER ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

[Enter Baron and Emma.'] 

Em, My lord, I cannot answer freely now. 
Thou say'st that I must love the noble Conrad 
And join my fortune and my hand with his. 
Thou ne'er consultest me how my feelings standi 
And thus alow me to avow my cnoice ; 
For though I think that Conrad is ingenuous, 
Open and frank, and gentle too by nature ; 
Tho' I respect him for his many virtues, 
I will con^ss I never looked on him 
As one on whom m^ sole affection rests ; 
So that I must decline with thanks my lord 
The one whom you propose to marry me. 

Bar. Emma, thou art my slave, and must submit 
To all my wisnes, as thine only master. 
On whom thy life and property depends ; 
To whom thou'rt bound for ever ; so that thou 
Can'st raise no obstacles to my intentions. 

Em. Can'st thou deny me tnen the rights of Woman ? 
Can'st thou enslave my heart, which is not thine ? 
Can'st thou restrain my soul, and ev'rv right? 
The law of females, whether bond or free. 
The choice of woman, rests with her alone. 
Thou could'st not force her heart, tho' thou wert king 
Of all the regions in this compass'd world ; 
Tho' all knelt at thy feet and called thee lord; 
Tho' legions serv'd thee, yet, with all their pow'r, 
They could not bind a woman's love. 

Bar. Hey-day ! 
laside'] A woman's parley, tho* I know not why, 
Is always conqueror o'er my reason ! yet, [to Em.] 

Thy feelings, Cmma, are unnatural. 
With breatliless haste thou told'st me of his conduct ; 
How he had braved the dangers of yon cliff*; 
How he, with manly arm, had rescued thee 
And borne thee safely from the dang'rous scene ; 
Had snatch 'd thee from the verge of certain death, 
And risk'd his own to save thee. "Yet you now. 
In spite of gratitude, refuse to love 
Thy life's preserver, tho* the man loves thee. 
Would he descend a sloping crag and brave 
His life to save a stranger to his neart ; 
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Nay ! and thou thus refusest him now a portion 
In thy affection — even he who saved thee 
And came to thy deliverance. He indeed 
Is thy preserver, generous and hold, 

JSm, Yea I and a truer or a nohler heart 
Ne'er trod upon the threshold of this house. 
I ever honor him as my deliverer ; 
But certain am I that he loves me not, 
And merely sav'd me as became a man. 
He that could see a woman die, without 
Offering some aid, or stretching forth his hand, 
But looks on, a spectator, unconcerned. 
Deserves no more to hear the name of man ; 
And it was duty solely, I perceive. 
Prompted the serf to save me from my peril : 
For he treats me with distant manners, whicu 
Are the reverse of signals of affection : 
The close and loving hints — the beaming eye. 
That breathes significance in every glance ; 
And then if he lov'd me, I love not him ; 
For I have giv'n my heart unto another ; 
So that I now refuse all thoughts of Conrad, 
And yield myself unto mine own desires. 

Bar, I trust thou wilt think better of it maid ; 
But leave me now. [exit Emma,'] A strange perversity 
Dwells in the breast of woman ; yet her tongue 
Will not avail her much. In Switzerland, 
While I can force my serf to love a girl, 
If he consents, the damsel's will is nothing; 
So I must now work on the mind of Conrad, 
And tho' he firmly contradicted me, 
Yet as he lies at present, he'll recant 
And change his staunch opinion, which destroyed 
All thoughts of fealty and love to me. [e^V.] 

SCENE III. Marion's chamber. 

Present Marion seated. 

Mar, With deep regret I see each moment pass 
That yields itself into the gulf of time 
To^ flow towards tomorrow ; yet I cannot. 
With heart desponding, give my hand to Rodolph. 
I cannot speak against my feeling, and 
Embitter all my prospects^nay, I love; 
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Yet one so much beneath me, that I dare not, 

Without abusing dignity and rank, 

Cast down my eyes upon him and release 

My soul from its now melancholy state. 

He comes-^and with a brow o'ershadow'd with 

The hidden pangs of |crief. 1 must dissemble. 

And still with haughtmess my passion mask. 

[EfUer Conrad] 
What message bear ye now ? 

Con. laside] I dare not speak. 
Her bearing, haughty and reserr'd, defies me 
To avow my passion and unveil my thoughts. 

tTo MarJ] You ask me coldly, madam, which as ice 
'alls on my wounded heart. I come to thee 
And bear m^ message in my heart alone. 
Thy father, m a fit of wrath that I 
Refuse to love thy servant Emma, has, 
Under the forfeit of my life, commanded 
That in an hour I must obey his will ; 
But in that time, rather than love the maiden, 
Will I consent to die. Yet, one hope still 
Gleams as a diamond in the setting sun, 
And if that fails, I yield myself to fate, 
Resigned, vet unprepared. 
Mar, Wnat hope is that ? 
Speak freely Conrad, and relieve thy soul. 

Con, Oh madam, that I dared to be assured 
That thou would'st listen and feel for thy serf. 
Thou could'st dispel my sorrow — charm my grief. 
E'en as the enchantress waves her slender wand. 
And in a vision banishes each wile ; 
Yet, when I speak, I fear your indignation 
Would sway your better feelings. Oh that I 
Miffht see into the future, then I could 
Eitner revoke my steos, or boldly speak ; 
But such it is not. and I bend to chance. 

Afar. Speak! tnou awak'st mv curious feelings— speak ! 
Where would'st thou then reveal thy secret ? 

Con, \_kneeli at her feet,"] Here ! 
E'en at thv feet. Oh listen, Marion, list ! 
I could rehearse a score of moments, which 
Led me to think thou lov'st me ; yet, alas, 
I live but for thee. Love, with cautious eye 
Has plunged his arrow deeply in mine heart ; 
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Has spread his meshes in my hopeless path. 

Oh heal my wound. I have revealed my soul ; 

The secret was of love — a love not born 

Within a moment, but secured by years ; 

Not lost as soon as 'twas conceived, but which 

I'll hallow till my fleeting breath departs — 

As long as I retam a ray of life ; 

And e'en in death my heart shall still be thine. 

No alabaster halls can I display. 

To tempt thee to accept my proner'd love ; 

No music, borne upon the spicy wind ; 

No groves, resounding with the songs of birds ; 

No lulling sounds of fountains for thine ear ; 

No bow'rs, encircled by the eglantine. 

Nor deck'd with roses, to enchant thine eye ; 

Not one of these have I to offer thee ; 

And ye^ I have an hearty so full of love, 

That in its passion, all of these are present; 

Whose dictates, murmur'd from the lips of poetry, 

Shall drop as honey on thy listening ear ; 

Shall give thee dreams of ev'ry luxury 

That mortals can indulge in. I have bared 

My inmost thoughts, I ve emptied all my soul. 

Oh madam, pity me ! 

Mar, I rismg'] Conrad, arise ! 
Thou who hast dar'd to poison now mine ear ; 
Thou who hast pour'd thy venom in my brain ; 
Arise and leave me I I, the baroness, 
The heiress of the noble house De Rossberg, 
To be petitioned by a grovelling ser^ 
Who's played upon my feelings, ana abused 
The trust which I've reposed in him — away ! 
I cannot bear words equal to my scorn ; 
But leave me and begone. 

Con, I will away then, madam, 
For ever. Aye, for ever I must flee ; 
Leave Switzerland, and seek a refuge where 
The bounding chamois leaps from crag to crag ; 
Where the wild savage wolves sleep, and the bears 
Grrowl their coarse descant on the murky air ; 
To seek repose within the tiger's den ; 
To dress myself in skins andf hides of oeasts ; 
To feel dehght to hear the falcon's crv ; 
To wanton with the eagles ; seek the lynx ; 



/I 



16 



To find the iMt of jackalh, and regale 
Upon the flesh of vdtures. Fare '^ee well! 
tf thou would'st find me, seek ""e » *f 3- ' 
Where the wild cataract dashes o er the rocKs, 
Where the Mack river shelters dreary caves; . 
Where the Weak winds convey the f"^ » •^"j' ' . 

Where the impending cliffs fr":^"/",***"*" a' I 
Where nature seems transform'd to gl""™. »«»* *■ 
Shall he the messmate of some savage beast. 
Or find my carcass, torn by grim hyenas, 
And see the serpents sleeping on my corse. 
Molest not then the viper that shall glut 
Upon my bloodless boSy. Fare thee well I 
I fove thee Marion ! I?**^"'*^'^. 
Still 1 shall love thee-love thee "n"\ death' 
And my last breath, unseen by •]m»''«^; ,f Ttj,-„ . 
Bear on its fleeting movements, thoughts of thee. 
And my unpitied soul shall bear to heaven 
The love to thee which now I lia^" declared. 

Mar. Thou melfst my beai^t: and L » fP'^ "^ "e"™' 
Feel for thee Conrad ; and 'ould tan d«clo«e 
The slight preferment which I bear »» *''^e • 
And yet I dare not Ihatightth/] I, *f„^"*"'*'" 
Whom Switzerland adores, I dare not love 
One who's beneath me. 

Con. And alone in fortune ; . . 

The Wood that flows thro* my submissive veins 
K^^ks e'en with thine. The fahe decree of fate 
Alone has brought me now to kneeHhy serf. 
The chivalry of Switz'land '««J«1»« *? "^^ 
And led me captive from my/f*^^' * "Zn 
When a mere infant: bound fo' '^f *«'' 
To bear the partial ills of «png /ortane. 
Thy father bade me when increased » years. 
To tend upon thee-th U divWged I from 
An aged nurse, who told me of mv rank. ■ 
tSt Iho wouli not reveal my ngk estates. 
Neither my titles nor my proper ««»«» 
Fearing she said that I 'houli grow morose. 
And look desponding for my father « nghte. 
This told she me, when I, a stnpling, loved 
To hear the tales of chivalry and war. 
She dying, sent for me *»<* eager haste. 
As I presume, to tell me of my ranK , 
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I hasten 'd to her bedside, but alas, 
'Twas but in time to view her lifeless corse ; 
Then, left alone without one single friend, . 
And missing every kindness but from thee, 
Who^ only hath in sweetness condescended 
To give me little tokens ; this I saw, 
And what I first but deem'd a liking mere, 
Ripen 'd till unawares that 1 perceiy d 
I loved thee : loved thee even as my soul* 

Mar, [omcm] Oh that I were of equal rank with hun ; 
For had the heavens destin'd me to serve 
Instead of being serv'd, I'd love him more ; 
Yet feeling now mv station, wealth and power. 
My heart, tho' rather prone to love him, still 
Conscious of its superiority. 
Can scarcely deign to look upon him ; though 
To prove his knowledge of the wil^ art» 
I'll question him and draw forth his opinion. 
\to Coff.1 And what is love ? 

Con, A passion of the sods ; 
A flame from heaven ; a balm to hopeless care ; - 
A flower that strews the wayward path of life ; 
A gem that glitters only in the heart ; 
A simple violet on a sandy plain ; 
A blessing giv'n to mortals, to allure, 
To captivate, and soothe the brow of time ; 
Roused in a moment— never lost in years ; 
An angel that combines two souls — two hands -^ 
Converts two feelings, hopes and thoughts, to one ; 
A bond that cheers man in his rough career : 
A star that lights the darken 'd course of nignt, 
And charms the souls of mortals here on earth. 
And bears them to the safe archives of heaven. 

Mar. Yea, that is true ; and tell me— what is scorn ? 

Con, A feeling that's unworthy human hearts ; 
A pride and self>conceit that scarcely deigns 
To tread upon the ground beneath, and feels 
Superior to others ; a bauble vain, 
That thinks itself as not to be compared 
With mortal else — that stays and blocks the heart 
Of all its other passions, and repels 
The virtues which reside within the soul, 
And forms a wall and mask to feelings true, 
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And oft' brings sorrow on itself, to grieve 
Alone, unpitied. 

Mar, Then beg^one, false scorn ! 
I follow now the dictates of mine heart. 
List, Conrad ! list ! I now reveal my loye ; 
Renounce all thoughts of distant pride and scorn ; 
Will leave my fortune — father— wooers — all 
Kinsmen and flatterers — courtiers — servants, and 
Will follow thee, o'er mountain, plain and crag ; 
Will share thy dangers ; smile when thou dost smile ; 
Caress thee in thy sorrows ; charm thy care ; ■ 
Attend upon thee ; dress thy wounds ; will leave 
A home of luxury — a couch of state. 
And wander o'er the desolate heath with thee ; 
Will face thy foes ; will bear thine arms and fight 
For thy defence ; will climb the steepest cliffs ; 
Will brave the howling winds — the sea — the storm ; 
Sleep in the desert ; gather food for thee. 
Fie hands ! so long bath'd in the bath of torpor ! 
Now shall ye cling to barren rocks : perform 
Deeds never rivalled I oh ! angel of love ! 
Throw now thy brightest garlands o*er our brows ! 
Chain now our hearts in one celestial bond ! 
Convert our thoughts to one, and charm us here 
With thy beneficence, no more to part ; 
And guide us in the course of life before us ; 
And then bear our united souls to heaven ! 

Con, Alas ! must I draw thee to dangers ? from 
The home where comfort cheers each laughing hall, 
Drag thee to an uncertain state of life ? 
Must I, a tyrant, call thee from thy wealth 
To share my hardships and to brave the winds ? 
Thou, who wast nurtured as an hothouse plant — 
Can'st thou withstand the raging elements ? 
Brave all the tempests that assail the air ? 
And thou would'st do all this-^leave rank and fortune- 
For I, a slave ? How can I speak my thanks ? 
Oh I woman's heart, unrivalled in its truth! 
Who would forsake paternal roof for me ? 

Mar, I've jewels here which are at thy disposal ; 
For we must leave the castle, and with haste. 
I know a priest, an old and reverend man, 
Who gladly will unite us. I will bear 
Th* appearance still of baroness, to pass 
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As on my morning walk. We must depart 
Where fortune leads the way ; yet we are one. 
Farewell, my infant home and young companions ! 
Farewell my father ! health and peace attend thee ! 
Love calls me from thee. Farewell all and all ! 
Now on thy bosom, Conrad, I recline. 

Con. My arm shall serve thee truly. Heaven above 
Pour all thy blessings on her precious head ! 
Saints, invocate vour prayers to shelter her ! 
Fate, pencil on tnv pages sweetest flowers. 
To deck her path ! And angels, hover near 
To guide her feet in safety I She has left 
A wall where want ne'er enter'd — where the air 
Was fann'd with blazing fires ; she has forsook 
A sheltered home, for one uncertain blank. 
And ev'Tj thing has faced — 

Mar, lembraemg him] For love of thee ! 

ICurtain falls on them.l 

END OF SECOND ACT. 



live years are presumed to elapse. 



ACT III. 



SCENE I. EXTERIOR OF THE BARON's CASTLE. 

Present — Sir Reginald and Arnold. 

Sir B. Thou hast misus'd my trust ! I gave thee gold 
To watch the movements of the damsel Emma, 
And now thou tell'st me that she has escap'dj 
And left my heart bereaved. Fie ! Arnold, ne ! 
Thou art no fowler that can scare the bird 
Ajid watch it soar and leave thee, unconcern 'd. 

Am. I told thee that thou had'st a rival near, 
E'en Randal, and advised thee to sue 
The baron to bestow her hand on thee 
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And thought my charge fulfiU'd. Thou sued him not ; 
The pheasant took alarm, and flew from thee ; 
And then thou latest the blame upon myself. 
Yet I'll assist thee-— hear Sir Reginald ! 
I hear a secret hatred Unto Randal ; 
And in this hate, will now destroy his plans, 
And much will help thee ; for 1 overheard 
The parting conversation of the pair, 
Whereby I learnt that Emma, still indignant, 
Resolved to fly from your embraces ; and 
It was proposed that she shoidd hide herself 
Within a cave about a mile from here, 
Among the Alps, and he would meet her there 
To take her damties from the castle ; so 
If you now take advantajB^e of this secret. 
Seek out the cave and bring her back again ; 
Then ask the baron for her hand, and you'll 
Accomplish all that you desire. But who comes here? 

lEnter Meaaenger,'] 

Mea, The long lost Baroness again is found ! 
Without the grounds, the Baron, still in tears. 
Received the tidings, with excess of joy. 
He now has visited her chamber, where 
She abides a pris'ner. [ExitJ] 

Am, What, Marion found? 
Farewell my friend. [£«t/.] 

Sir B. Farewell ! I'll seek the cave. 
And then pursue his arch advice ; and yet, 
The tidings just receiv'd appear so strange, 
That it confuses me, and ril from hence. [Exit,} 

8CBNB II. Marion's chamber. 

Present — Marion seated, and Baron. 
Bar, Daughter, why speak'st thou not? five years have past 
And number'd their new moons, since thou hast left me. 
Was ever any wish of thine rems'd ? 
Was any comfort or desire denied? 
Was anv thing thou did'st name e'er asked in vain ? 
Nay ! all my servants and kinsfolks were thine. 
Thy will was law ; thy wish command ; and (hou, 
The mistress of my pow'r, wast more than I. 
Wealth, luxury and state lay at thy feet; 
Thou wast the darling and the pet of all ; 
And then thy father^ pride ; tny kinsman's hope; 
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The gem of Switzerland ; the flower of Baele ; 
The Bolace of my life. wh<NB I have lov'd 
And cheriflh'd from tke moment of thy birth. 
To leave me suddenly, a childless man. 
Destroyed my hopes ; and on the very day 
When I had thought to see thee as a bride. 
Thou did'st leave thy gray-hair'd father. Who disturbs us ? 

[Enter Waiter.] 

Wdl, Your page my lord* A child is found withouti 
Wandering within the castle grounds alone, 
Her eyes oppress'd with tears. 

Bar, Poor innocent ! 
Perchance abondoned. Let us «ee the child. [E»U Walter] 

Mar. [asieie] Can it be Sybil 7 Can it be my child ? 
Alas! too true, defenceless I remain. 
I could brave alL but for my infant's sake. 

[Enter Walter with the child. Exit Walter.] 

Mar. It is mv child ! [matching her] My Sybil ! Oh my 
child! 

Bar, [in anger] Clear up this mystery daughter ! and ex- 
The mist that overhangs this moment— speak ! [plain 

Mar. This is my child I mine infant ! Conrad's child f 
He is mine husband ! I, his loving wife ! [sweeps] 

Bar. Then on this threshold I denounce my curse ! 

Mar. My father still thou art — oh curse me not I 

Bar, Begone, thou minion 1 go I and hear my words; 
List to nov malediction ! 

Mar, Oh my father! 

Bar. Entreat me not ! wrath chokes paternal love. 
This child dies— e'en before thine eyes — at once. 
Speak not to me ! Ulrick ! IcaUing] go call my men ! 
I nereby change my love to vengefulhate ! 

[Enter Arnold^ Ulrick, Walter. Peasants, ^e,] 
Remove this child into the castle yard. 
And bind her frame imto the poniar tree ; 
Prepare thy quiver, Ulrick, 'tis tnv task 
To take the lue of this offending slave. [points to Sybil] 
Quick ! bear the child away ! yeomen, advance ! 
Seize now the baroness ; why start ye men ? 
Do ye refiise? 

Peas, It is a ladv, sire. 

Bar, Obey me, knaves ! 

Mar, My father ! but one moment. 

Bar. Not a second! 
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Peoi, Grant her request my lord. 

Mar, I pray thee let me he a moment here, 
Alone, unseen. I promise on my faith 
To come without resistance. Grant me this. 

Bar. It is a little boon, be't as thou wilt. 

[exit aU except MarionJl 

Mar. Nerves, fail me not ! I have a letter here 
Taken unseen in biief hand-writing. This 
Must reach the hand of Conrad ; he's without. 
Hid in the hazel brake. Henreich ! [enter Henreich'] thou 

Hen, My heart speaks madam. [lovest me. 

Mar, Shew thy love by this ; 
Bear this, and drop it [^tving a letter} in the hazel grove. 
Peruse it not; swear never to unfold it. 

Hen. I swear't. [ExU.] 

Mar. In that remains my hopes: 
A mother's hopes. Oh heav'n shelter me ! 
Let not mv father stain his hand with blood. 
But with tny hand, unseen, rescue my child ; 
List to my pray'r ! forsake me not ! I go ! [Exit.'\ 

SCENE III. QROVE IN THE CASTLE GROUNDS. 

Enter Conrad. 

Con. Let me peruse this note ; tis Marion's hand ! 
[Beads] Sybil's condemn'd to death by Ulrick's hand» 
Be near the spot— 'tis in the castle yard. 
Conceal yourself. Her life hangs on a thread. 
I will arrest th' attention of the throng ; 
But thou regard me not, actions nor words. 
Be swift, and bear her far away from here. 
Fate will ordain when we shall meet. Adieu ! 

I go to snatch my child away from death. 
I must decide ! when Sybil's saved, I'll then 
Enter the army ; fight for Switzerland ; 
Reduce the Austrians in their vain attempts 
To load us with the chains of slavery. 
Should our ^een valleys-^ur etherial skies — 
Our mountains, crestea with the snow of Heav'n— 
Our azure lakes--our vineyards, clad in verdure, 
Be fiird with groans ? Oh fortune, smile upon me, 
And strew my path with fame ; that undenied. 
The serf may prove deserving of his bride. [Exit.} 
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SCENE IV. COURTYARD OF THE CASTLI. 

Present^ ChUd hound to a tree in the distance, Baron^ Sir 
Werner, Ulrick, Arnold, Walter, Pierre, Bandal, Henreich, 

Marion, ^c» ^e. 

Sir W, Thou hast done well, my friend, to punish her. 
A surer vengeance never was conceived. 
The heart must feel its anguish. Let her writhe ! 
She now has crush'd the feelings of my son, 
And slain a father's hopes. 

Bar, Yea ! cousin, yea ! 
She, e'en the darling of my grey hairs, has 
Scorn 'd each proposal ; each intention crush'd ; 
Laugh'd at my prayers. Yea, I will have revenge. 
And banquet in her pain ! Ulrick, prepare ! 
Pluck thy most faithiul arrow from thy sheath ; 
Draw then the string ; and with a certain aim, 
With hawk's-eye sureness, pounce upon thy prey. 
Men, clear the way and let the arrow pass. 

Mar, [disclosing a dagger} Ulrick, reflect! Let but that 
arrow gleam 
In th' air around — e'en place thy bow towards 
The tree where yonder infant dare not move, 
I live not to perceive the dart arrive ; 
But will enclose this dagger in my heart ! 
Then draw the bow and I remain a corse 
Upon the blood-stain'd lawn. 

Bar, No harm must fall to Marion* 
I could not glut my vengeance with her blood ; 
Then wrest that poignard from her ! 

[Men advance towards Marion, Conrad enters behind, unbinds 
the child, and bears her over the bridge."] 

Mar, Are ye men, 
To wrest from woman what her spirit holds ? 
[aside'] Oh heav'n be prais'd that's rescued now my child ! 
faloud] Men, touch me not ! Approach another step ; 
Tread in the circle round me — ^mark it well- 
Advance towards me — by the stars I will 
Fulfil my threat ! Cowards ! that e'en could harm 
An unoffending child. My father, hear ! 
Hew ev'ry limb from off my nervous frame; 
Hack ev'ry bone, and tear my flesh from off me ; 
Wreak all your vengeance on me ; glut your heart 
And dapple now in my excited blood ; 
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Drink up the vital torrent while tbou smil'st ; 
Yea charm thy soul by crushing ev'ry nerve ; 
Bid all thy household torture me, my lord* 
And I will murmer not. Yea, murder me ! 
But harm not yonder babe, sweet innocent ! 
It seems to smile upon its lEinsman's face. 
Oh I harm it not ! 

Pierre. The child has dissapear'd. 

Bar. Who has done this ? Tour life shall answer for't. 

jill. Not I my lord. 

Bar, Search all the place around. 
Is witchcraft working now her deadliest charms? 
Has sorcery conspired against my plans? 
Has fortune crush'd black nightsnade in my cup, 
That I may drink it bitterly ? men, search ! 
Why do ye look on thus, so unconcerned ? 
What ho I robbers and oandits ! ho ! are near. lExU.'\ 

[wUhm] All, all my followers come ! come ! thieves are by I 
Fate shall not taunt me ! Ire-enter] Skirre ye ev'ry bush ! 
Lock up the drawbridge I What is trembling there? 
Phsaw ! but a spray waved in th' infected wind. 
Arnold, search thou the glen. Trees, why d'ye bide 
And now conceal my foes? Oh men ! away ! 
Block ev'ry passage ! ev'ry turret search ! 
Begone ! or ye'll rail victims to my wrath. lExeunt.} 

END OF ACT THIRD. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. ROCKT DISTRICT NEAR THE CASTLE. 

Enter Sir Reginald. 

Sir B. For five whole days have I explored this spot 
Without success. Each op'ning I have sought; 
Have wander'd through dark passages and caves 
Till fortune seem'd to curse me. I'll away ! 
Yet love still baits me, as the hungry carp 
With wishing heart surveys the subtle point, 
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So I pursue the phantom, and in vain. 
I love the girl, and Rhoda moves me not. 
'Tk true ihe sings anriv^U'd ; dances well ; 
Has claims to some small shai^e of beauty ; yet 
I now grow weary of het. Who is this t 
Some sprightly cavalier. 

Enter Emma, disguised in Man'* attire. 
Good morning sir. 

Em, Ah I friend, how dost thout 

Sir. R. lyo ye know me then ? 

Em. Aye, marry, well ! 

Sir R. I know the face and voice. 
And yet remembrance fails me when or where 
I sought thee my companion. 

Em» Pr'ythee friend. 
Dost know a maid nam'd Emmaj who hath left 
The walls of yonder castle? 

Sir R. Tea, I know her well. 

Em. Direct me to the spot where now she hides* 
I've sought her, but in vain. 

Sir R, I'm seeking her. 

Em. For what? 

Sir R. For love. 

Em, Thou art my rival then. 
J love the girl myself— e'en to distraction. 
Perchance 'tis not the same. How high stood rilie ? 

Sir R. About your height. 

Em. Ah I tis the verv one. 

Sir R, She was a girl of caprice, teazing spirit ; 
at least to me. 

Em. Perchance she lov'd thee not ? 

Sir R. Thou liest ! 

Em. Marrv ! dost think so Reginald ? 
Perchance she has another in her heart : 
Perhaps I myself, or one nam'd Randal too. 

Sir M. I feel dispos'd to quarrel. Thon'rt my rival. 
We cannot both possess the maid. We must 
Arrange some ^lan of chance for both of us. 

Em. Nay ! yield her up to me ! 

Sir R. iH&y I never that I 
[aside'] But I'll propose some plan to make myself 
The master of her person, [to Emma"} Now Sir Knight, 
The one that first finds out her hiding place 
Shall have the maid ; if both find her together, 
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[Enter Bandal] Her vrill must settle then. 

Ban, What, gentlemen 7 

Sir R, Begone thou sorry knave I why cam'st thou here? 

Ran. To see one Emma, of whom I'm en amour 'd. 

Sir R, Another rival ! we'll have equal chances. 

Ran, I overheard them sir. 

Sir Reg, If all top^ether 
Find out her dwelling, she must settle it, 
According to her will. Is it agreed ? 

Ran. ^ Em. It is. 

Sir R. Then let's away at once, [enter Rhoda] 
Begone thon shrew from here. 
Thou followest me with unrelenting haste. 

Rho. Oh gentlemen, plead to him in my cause. 
He long has woo'd me. 

Sir R, And has long told thee 
He has done with thee, [exit Sir Reginald] 

Rho. He is obstinate. 
At first he lov'd me — long'd to be with me — 
When I would lull him to repose with songs, 
And eather flowers from the choicest banks ; 
Yet all these fail since he to yonder castle 
Has found his entrance. Oh ! sue in my cause ! 

Em. One minute only. 
[to Ran.'] Thou knowest me Randal. I will aid thee love. 
I'll hide in yonder crevice, 'neath that crag 
Where lives the glorious eagle. Fare thee well I 
Leave me dear sir. [exit Randal] [to Rho.] Thou pleadest 

not in vain : 
For I am of thy sex, though dress'd like this ; 
Yet the same passion now compell'd me to't. 
I will assist thee ; I am her he seeks. 
I will by his own words defeat his aim. 
Perchance he will have then recourse to thee. 

Rho. I thank thee for't. 
My name is Rhoda ; and methinks I know thee* 

jEm* And I too thee. 

Rho, 1 must away from here, 
The ground is sodden 'd. 

Em. I will with thee too. [Exeunt.] 
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SCENE II. ROOM IN SIR WERNER's CASTLE. 

Present — Rodolph and Osmond, 

Os, For fifteen years I've served thee my lord, 
And never once gave thee the least. offence ; 
But serv'd thee faithfully, with true affection ; 
And yet ye now have, without reason, caused 
M^ first-bom to be slain. I will not rest ! 
His sacred blood calls vengeance on thy head ! 
If thou had'st done it in a worthy cause. 
I would have borne it ; but with cowaraice, 
Because the child, in youthful negligence. 
Was roaming on the hills 'for butteraies, 
When thou did'st happen to need him ; and since then 
Thou' St borne a secret hatred unto him ; 
And then must wreak it in his youthful blood. 
I'll be revenged ! that child was dear to me ; 
And dear shall be the price which buys my vengeance ! 
None of my blood e'er died without revenge ! 

Rod, I laugh your threats to scorn, foolhardy knave ! 

Os, It is enough 1 my vengeance I will buy ; 
The child is mufder'd, and the man shall die ! lExit,"] 

Mod. Osmond revenge himself? My thoughts must turn : 
I am executor unto the baron's will 
Whereby I learn I shall succeed him in 

Enter Osborne at folding^ doors behind, unseen. 
The ffoyemment of his titles, since that he 
Has disinherited his daughter Marion. 
I now am poor ; the dice boards take mv cash. 
I must have more ! If I were master sole 
Of yonder castle, with its hoarded wealth, 
I should not now desire it* I'll gain it then. 
Though I dip all my frame in blood to do't ! 
The Baron comes to day ; e'en he shall die ! 
I have some deadly poison in my pouch 
Which will remove him quite inanimate 
And senseless to the grave, while none shall know 
That I have done't. I'll give it him as wine. 
For what is vice to me ? I'll mix it now ! 
It has the colour of the sparkling nectar ; 
Tho' neath its flowing mask its fume is deadly. 
Be sure unto thine end thou fatal drink. 
And stupify his brain ! I've tried thee oft, 
^nd never hast thou fail'd ! I must beware, 
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For the resemblance to the wine is great ; 
But it shall rest upon the right hana slab, 
The wine upon the left: thus I shall know't. 
Who's there? 

[Enter meisenger] 
Mess, De Rossberg has arrived my lord. [exit J] 

Rod, I will to greet him. \exU,\ 

Os, [advancing ."l Now my time has come ; 
This is the hour ^at I must Venge myself! 
For I a true and honest servant was, 
E'er ready to perform my master's wish ; 
Reading his orders in his very glance ; 
Since he, regardless of my lon^ attacnment, 
My honor, trust, and true fidelity, 
Has slain the dearest object of my heart 
For his own selfish pleasure, now will I 
Remove the potion to the other side — 
So he must drink't and feel its deadly pangs ; 
And I'll wait but to see his death complete ! 
I'll then away, and bear my child's remains 
Far, far from hence, [removes the cups to contrary sides^ and 
Enter nodolph with the Baron. [^retires,] 
Rod, Welcome my noble guest ! 
Three moons have past since thou hast enter'd here. 
Sit and relieve thy frame ; thou look'st fatigued. 
How does fair Marion ? 

Bar, Ask me not of her. 
I loathe her sight, her name, her chamber; all 
Shun intercourse since she, my grey hair'd joy, 
Unmindful of my feelings and intent. 
Married a slave that grovell'd on the ground. 
Yea I I could curse her ; but my lieart forbids, 
Tho' she is worthy oft. Oh asK me not! 
Let mem'ry leave a blank within my brain 
Of these five years that Marion deceiv'd me. 
Nay : speak not of her ! 

Rod, Let me plead her cause. 
Tho' she has injured me. my hopes, my plans ; 
Tho' she has blasted ana misused my love ; 
Tho' she has left a blank within my heart 
That never can be fill'd ; tho' she left thee. 
Her aged father, on her wedding eve ; 
Yet hear me ! but first drink of this ; it is 
well lov'd wine, made from the luscious grape 
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Of sunny Italy. Drink ! it will refresh 
And cheer your (vaxns fatigued ; mabs all your cares 
Sleep in repose and ease, laside] Ah I sleep for ever I 
I must prepare my heart to hide its shame. 
[To Bar,] Come ! drink it to the dregs ! Itaktng the cup from 
the right hand side and giving it to the Baroti, taking the cup 
from the left slab,'] 

I pledge thy health, long life and welfare all! [drvnke] 

[oMcfeJ Thunder ! it is the wrong ! my lord look to me ! 
It circulates in anguish through my veins ; 
It drinks the vital liquor of my heart ; 
It spreads o'er all my frame : I cannot stand ; 
My senses fail me ; it pervades mine ejres ; 
I stagger. Fatal drink ! De Rossberg help ! 
I die ! I've taken hemlock, follow me I 

Bar. \eaUing'] Hoy I kinsmen ! Hoy ! 

Rod, No power on earth can save 
The drinker of that poison, from the grave I [^exeunf] 

SCENE III. ROCKY DISTEICT MEAK THE CASTI.E. 

Enter Emma and Band^, 

Em, The knight must have his chance, so look thou well. 
I will befriend thee. Cannot we contrive 
Thou and Sir Reginald to enter both 
At the same moment? then will I conclude 
In favour of thee, Randal. Thus shall we 
Defeat our rival's chance. Do'st know a cave 
Conceard beneath the brow af yonder rock, 
Close by the cataract that falls from ojS* 
Th' impending crag—a legend-haunted place 
That form'd the den of Father Ral^he the priest? 
It is a snug retreat, and oft the maids 
Seek out the spot as fam'd for hyacinths 
That grow among the moss ; there 111 conceal myself. 
And leave to thee Sir Reginald's mishap ; 
And then will plead in favour of the girl; 
For she loves him almost to adoration. 

Ban, 'Tis well conceiv'd! I'll do't to your commission. 
No time must pass unoccupied. Farewell ! 

Em, I'll to mv hiding place — the silent cave ; 
To gain our wisnes we must fortune brave. [exeunf] 
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SCENB IV. ftOOM IN THE CASTLE* 

Enter Arnold and the Baron. 

Bar, Tea ! I have told thee truly. Even he. 
Whom I had nam'd successor to these walls, 
Conspir'd against my life, to gain my wealth. 
E'en haited by my kindness, mixed black hemlock 
To carry off my life. This he confess'd, 
And pra^'d me to forgive him ; which I did, 
Considering it was his dying hour. 

jirn, A nendish crime I but how came he to drink't f 

Bar, The liquor was of colour like the wine. 
He placed one on the left hand side — and knew 
Eacn one by their position ; and he thinks 
One Osmond who vow'd vengeance on him, chang'd 
The fatal cup and caus'd his death ; for he 
Expired ere I came hence. 

Enter Walter, 
How now? what news? ' 

Wal, The messenger from the Helvetic camp 
Stands at the gate, desiring audience with you. 

Bar, Admit him ! haste ! [exit Walter,'} 

I feel amax*d ; confused. 
Heaven ordain that he bear welcome news. 

Enter Walter and Messenger 

Mess, I came from off the frontiers now my lord. 
At dawn of day the battle work began ; 
Th' Austrians commenced the fire ; but we, 
Wishing to waste their ammunition, stayed 
Till we receiv'd the order to commence. 
Then as in close array we cross'd our swords. 
Our archers pour'd their arrows on the foe, 
And made great slaughter ; but the practised skill 
Of th' Austrians gave them favor for a time, 
And they committed fearful ravage : as 
Our General was kill'd ; all near were lost; 
Our ranks were broken, and confusion reign'd ; 
And doubtless fortune would have smil'd on them, 
Had not a man that near the General stood 
Leap'd in his place, and calling *' Men advance ! 
This day e*er gives oppression to our race. 
Or lays the base of freedom 1 " Then he rein'd 
His cnarger gallantly, and fought so bravely. 
That it inspir d the soldiers ; and in short 



31 

We gain'd the victory. 

Bar. Thank heaven for't? 
But who was he that re-commenced the war ? 

Mess, One nam'd St. Clair ; a common soldier, hut 
The nohles are delighted with him^ as 
The soldiers also are — to shew their love, 
Three horses were shot 'neath the gallant man, 
As soon were they supplied ; and they obeyed 
His orders so implicitly, that seems 
They knew his talents well. He's handsome too ; 
Affectionate and kind ; he has a child. 
An only girl, about four years of age. 
To whom he seems most tenderly attach'd. 
'Tis all my mission sir. 

Bar, Wait here anon. 
The man that bears such welcome news must need 
Fare well within my castle. Call the peasants ! 
We must enjoy some festive sport to day, 
In honor of these tidings. Now away ! [exeunt.'] 



END OF ACT FOURTH. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. CASTLE GROUND. 

Enter the Baron, ' 



Bar, This air refreshes me — the cooling gale 
Bears on its fleeting wings a lov'd perfume ; 
For in its southern journey it sips forth 
The fragrance of the lemon's golden copse 
That blooms in sunny Italy, and brings 
Remembrance of long absent, happy hours ; 
Bids thought again peruse her pensive turn. 
Alas ! how soon this grandeur will be lost. 
My hair, that once hung down in flaxen curls, 
And in profusion shaded then my shoulders, 
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Has changed to venerable tresses grev. 

My eyes, once animated — ^lustrOUfP-dark, 

Are now grown dim. My limbs too, once so hardy— 

So active — ^lively, now are weak and sti^ 

And all my frame, once full of youth ana vigour. 

Is now oppress'd with a^e. Yet I CQuld rest. 

Could I behold my Manon A bride 

Of one, in rank and fortune, worthy of her. 

'Tis she that stamp'd care on my aged brow ; 

'Tis she that laugh 'd her father's hopes to seoni; 

'Tis she that will cause me to seek tne grave, 

A prey to growing languw. I'm disturbed! 

Who comes this way ? 

£nter Conrad in militarsf attire* 

Con. A friend and stranger sir. 

Bar. Good day, sir knignt I thou seem'st a warrior. 
If so, tho' I am old, as vou may see. 
My blood is patriotic — full of nre. 
Oh I were I young again, to bid mine arm 
Wield up the weltering sword in Switz 'land's rights, 
I should not need your lov'd recital then. 
But speak the glory of a battle field. 
Tell me that dear Helvetia's won the day. 
Tell me my countrymen have gain'd the wreath 
Of warlike fame. Tell me that Switz'land has 
Founded the base of her lov'd history 
On blessed freedom. Say they fight as men 
Undaunted in the field. Oh tell me this ! 
My ear's impatient. Si>eak ! art thou a warrior ? 

Con. E'en as my waving plumes and crest display. 
I am a warrior in Helvetia's cause ; 
Have gain'd renown within the battle field ; 
Have led her sons out on the open plain ; 
Have brandish'd too my sword in conflict close ; 
Have rein'd my fiery charger in fh« war, 
And am a patriot. 

Bar. This is sweet to hear 1 
My castle shall proclaim your entranee here. 
Oh tell me but your name ! 

Con. [aside] Tis he, th« Baron ! 
He knows me not in military dress. 
Shall I unmask myself? nay ; I will not. 
My adopted name I'll give him. 
ITo the Baron."] St. Clair my lord. 
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£ar. Oh! art thou then the patriot of our land! 
Art thou the man who met the Austrians? 
Oh ! welcome to these walls, thou and thy friends ; 
All that may follow thee have welcome here. 

Con, I have not many that pertain to me^ 
But one I have, as dear as life itself : 
My daughter ! art thou childless sire ? 

Bar. Almost : t have a daughter, who deserves 
Rather my hate than my paternal love* 
The eve hefore her wedding day, when she 
Would have become the bride of one I sought, 
She woidd discard her father's choice, and left 
All for a ^ov'ling slave; ah, married him ! 
I had their infant in mv power once. 
And had designed to kill it to supplj 
My thirst for vengeance ; fate deceiv'd me then ; 
The child fled and I never found it more. 
Such is my daughter. 

Can, Have ye e'er felt love? 
If 80^ ye could not blame her. Love comes on 
Unconsciously and enters ev'ry heart. 
It will admit no stoppage. Love's a fire 
That never can be quench'd. I blame her not t 
Such is the sacred passion of man's heart. 

Bar, Thou art an advocate ; a pleader ; true. 
If thou enforc'd it in my mind> 'twere but 
The afiection which I owe to my preserver. 
Methinks I know your voice, but know not where. 

Con, Perchance my lord you may. Dost thou remember 
A slave of yours nam'd Conrad ? 

Bar, Aye ; I do ! 
The very one that first enticed my child. 
By serenading, songs, and gauds conceits, 
To set aside her filial affection 
And ^o with him. If he were here, 
Withm the reach of my outstretched arm, ^ 
I would, in vengeance, take his worthless life^ 
E'en as a miscreant traitor to his lord. 

Con, Do even so ! Here are my sword and arms* 
Strike to my heart, and take your vengeance now. 
I am that Conrad I Here I kneel, prepared. 
Strike then, my lord, the miscreant ! 

Bar. Never sir ! 
Could I slay the preserver of my clime ? 
He who has wielaed spear and sword and shield 
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To ffuard the fame of Swit»'iand ? ^ Though he 
Had been an enemy of deadliest kind, 
I would lay down myself, my life, and all 
To serve him. AlVs forgotten — ^ail ! 
Come to my aged bosom, and forget 
Thy fonner troubles. Come ! oh Conrad, come I 
Preserver of my country ! Marion's choice ! 
Come in the castle ! meet your long^lost bride ! 
And I shall seek the grave a happy man. 

[Scene etoeet on tkem.2 



SCENE U, A GAVE KBAE TBS CASTLE. 

Presew^Emma m wcman'e attire^ and Khoda, 

Em, Fear not sweet maid. J know Sir Reginald well ; 
And if our wits but serve us truly, we 
Shall all be happy ere the sun has set. 

Bho» Those words are balm unto my aching heart* 
Thou art a gen'rous rival. Formerly 
Sir Reginald vow'd loving oaths to me ; 
Pirais'd every thing I did — ^my singing— all — 
Till he perceived the lustre of thine eyes. 
'Twere poison to me ! Thou beguil'd his time. 
In vain I sooth'd him. Ah ! I near his voice. 

Em. And I hear Randal's Hide in that recess. [Rh. MdeeJ 
Enter Randal ai one door 9 Sir Reginald dtf the Mer, 

Sir R. I claim her by the scheme. 

Ran. She's mine! 

Sir. R. She's mine ! nay, both have equal share. 
Our friend the cavalier has lost his chance. 
It must be settled by this maiden's will. 
Say Emma ! b^ a plan, we have agreed 
The one that mrst found out your hiding place 
Should then possess your hand. We enter'd both 
At the same time ; 'twas to be settled then 
By your own will. Say thou'lt have me ! 
I am a very graceful gentleman ; 
My pockets are well Imed. Say thou'lt be mine ! 
I am superior both in rank and fortune 
To this unruly swain. 

Em. I'll not love you ! 
Were you to marry me, you'd break your faith 
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Unto an harmleBs laaid. My will enthronei 
This peasant, Randal ! 

Ban. Come I embrace me now ! 

Em. And thou Sir Reginald art loved by this maid; 
IJRhoda ittmdsforih] Have pledg'd vour honor as a man to 

Sir B. Yes, I do love thee ; and will have thee too, [her* 
E'en in revenge. Come Rhoda, to my arms! 

Em. We all are happy ! 

AU, All ! all are hapny ! 

Em. Then to the castle come, with quick despatch, 
To have the Baron's unreserved consent. 
Let us away 1 come ( to our cheerful home. [exewUJl 



SCBKB ril. mOOK IN THB CA8TI.E. 

Enter Baron and Conrad, 

Bar. Dost thou desire at once to see thy bride ? 

. Con. Aye, even so ! I long to see her ! she 
Who tried her love for me. 

Bar. Thou needs't not bid me twice. 
Marion ! this way I Come Marion ! at once [caWng'] 
Do homage to the patriot of our race. 

Enter Marion. 

Mar. lihrieki] My husband ! [they embrace'] Thou tempt'st 
me father. Oh, unhappy heart ! 
Doom'd but to see thee as a pris'ner here. 

Bar, Not so, my daughter. Conrad comes in peace. 
He has redeera'd our country from the yoke 
Of iron Austria. He is worthy of thee. 

Mar. Thou mock'st me. 

Bar. No indeed, sweet girl! 

Con. Yea, it is true 1 Know that I sav'd the child, [to Mar.] 
I hid myself beneath a bush of fern. 
And watched my opportunity ; and then 
Fled with it in mine arms, and joined th' army ; 
The generid was kill'd ; the troops confus'd ; 
I took upon myself command ; the men, 
Seeinff another in the place ox him, 
Tum'd round and fought again, with valiant hearts, 
And soon dispers'd the cowards in their flight* 
'Twas this pro<mred my fame. I was elected, 
By mutual consent, as their commander ; 
In course of time was nam'd a general. 
I came this morn to see my former home, 
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And met the baron : and he gave me then 
Permission for thy nand. 
Mar, Do I embrace my husband? 




Should our green mountains echo back the sound 

Of clanking chains, placed on by ruthless foes ? 

Should we, the daughters of a quiet realm, 

Where plentjr, happiness and mirth resound — 

Should we drink up the gall of thraldom's cup? 

Nay : all and all embark in mercy's right. 

Thank heaven that my husband is a soldier ! [embraces him 

Enter Emma, Randal, Rhoda and Sir Reginald. 

Sir. R. We come to claim permission for our union ; 
Emma with Randal, I with this fair girl. 

Bar. Ye have it readily ! men, prepare your sports ! 
Go search for minstrels ! 'tis a happy day I 
Open the cellars and prepare a feast 
For all the peasants in the country round ! 
Haste ! Haste ! get ready for the marriage, men I 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess* [to Con."] Thro' long obscurity we've traced your 
And proved that thou art of a noble rank : [birth, 

Being thro' the decease of Count Alolphus, 
The heir apparent to the rights of Rosedaal ; 
To which, by one unanimous desire. 
We name thee emperor of Germany. 
Hail ! hail then, CTonrad ! Count of Avondale ! 

Bar. Yea, even so ! I took thee pris'ner, when 
Thou wast an infant — nothing to the world ; 
Thy father then was battling for his rights ; 
But it uncertain was. Hail I hail 1 come, peasants, here ! 

Enter Arnold, Pierre, Walter, Henreich, Peasants, ^c. 
Hail ! hail ! the emperor of Germany ! 

All. Hail! hail! hurrah! hurrah ! Hail emperor 1 hail! 

Bar. Prepare us now a jovial festival ! 
To thee, Emma and Randal, in remembrance 
Of your long services, I give a dowry 
Of nfty ounces of Bohemian silver. 
With a grant of land. To thee, Sir Reginald, 
J give a like reward, [to Con. and Mar.'] Ye, happy pair, 
I will bestow my blessing. 



h jw 



'V'', 



37 

Mar, Wait, my father ! 
Conrad, bast thou forsook my child ? 

Con, Nay: never 1 
She was the solace of my leisure hours ; 
The peerless bond that bound mine heart to thee ; 
A sunbeam of the future ! Sybil, come ! 

Enter Sybil. 

Mar. lemhraemg her} Come to thy mother's breast. 
Now bless us father. 

JBar. Willingly my child. 
Oh heaven, show'r down thy blessings on their heads ! 
Protect them 'neath thy shelter^ and bestow 
The peace of conscience on their sacred minds, 
And bind them both in one eternal tie, 
That they, united, may remain as one 
For ever and for ever ! 

Con. Who can tell mv bliss ? 
My wife, so long denied me, now I own — 
My child, the onspring of united love — 
Altematety I press unto mv breast. 

Mar. [embracing him] Oh, never may we part ! Love is a 
A gem that glitters only in the heart ; [fire ; 

A blessing shower'd on mortals here, to soothe 
The hoary brow of self-revolving time ; 
An angel that combines two souls — two hantfs — 
Converts two feelings, hopes, and thoughts, to one ; 
A bond that cheers man in his rough career : 
A star that lights the darken' d course of night ; 
A wreath that joins two souls, no more to part ; 
A modest violet on a sandy plain ; 
A flame that charms our bodies here on earth, 
And bears our souls in their celestial course, 
To rest within the safe archives of heaven. 

ICurtain faSe.'] 
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